wonder everyone loathes her.
Now about this clock.
This morning just after E. had left for College,
bearer came in and said that there were two fortune-
tellers asking admittance. I've always had a weak-
ness for having my fortune told, perhaps, and yet
I find it hard to tell why I told bearer to show those
two men round to the back verandah. I think bearer
himself was surprised, but there it was: they were
shown round, two tall, evil-looking turbaned men,
one in a grimy saffron robe, the other in cinnamon
draperies. They were very peculiar.
I sat in one of the Singapore deck-chairs: they
squatted in front of me: after a rather painful
silence one of them asked me for a sheet of paper,
and when bearer had brought this, told me to write
the word "God" fifty times. This, of course, was
hard work, but I did it, and when I had finished he
said solemnly: "With that face never much money,"
which seemed a poor reward for so much pious
industry.
The whole performance was rather a farce, and,
perhaps, hardly worth recording in detail; yet these
two men were really very impressive, and it is
interesting to note the mechanism of solemnity, if
not actually of awe.
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